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INTRODUCTION 


This book is designed as a supplementary-reader for the 
primary grade pupils. It has further value for adults such as 
parents, teachers, professors of elementary education, sociology 
and psychology, respectively. 


It is hoped that through such reading experiences the chil- 
dren of all races will cultivate a greater appreciation of 
Negro race culture. 


The repetitive story pattern should enable children or adults 
of the first three grades to read this material without difficulty. 
There seems to be sufficient justification for the use of certain 
unusual words in order to be authentic, and for lack of good 
substitutes for these words. 


The author is greatly indebted to Mrs. Catherine Lattimer, 
of the 135th Street Library, New York, who so untiringly sought 
out source books during the years of research, and to Miss 
Gertrude Parthenia McBrown for constructive suggestions in 
connection with the manuscript. Great appreciation is also 
extended to Dr. Arthur B. Spingarn, Dr. W. W. Alexander, 
Miss Mabel Carney and Dr. Mabel Robinson, instructor in 
Juvenile Story Writing at Columbia University, who encouraged 
the publication of this material. 
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How the World Began, an African Myth 
} How People Began, I, an African Myth 
| How People Began, II, an African Myth 
Wind, an African Myth 
Hog and Wild Boar, an African Myth 
Dog and Jackal, an African Myth 
How Spiders Started, an African Myth 
Why the Goat Lost His Tail, an American Negro Tale 
Buzzard and Rabbit, an American Negro Tale 
Little ‘‘Fraid” and Big “Fraid,” an American Negro Tale 














HOW THE WORLD BEGAN 














Before anything at all was made, 
Great One took clay. He made 
lizard from the clay. He put lizard 
into a bowl of sea water. Seven 
days passed. The eighth day, Great 
One looked at lizard. It was no 
more. It had become a man. Man 
said to Great One, “Thank you!” 





















HOW PEOPLE BEGAN 


The Great One made everything above and everything below. 
He made the water, the forest, the river, the springs and the 
beast of the forest. He made every kind of thing in the earth 
below but man. All the men lived up above with him. On the 
earth below, there were only beast of forest, fish in waters, birds 
which we see in air, and many other things. When the Great 
One sat down to eat, men joined him and his wife. 

One day wife called the Great One. He answered. She said 
to him, ‘‘Things are not right as they are now. You have earth 
down there. You own heaven here in which we live. You have 
made a whole world in which to dwell. It would be much better 
if you would make a place on earth for the men too. Do, please, 








find some way so that they may live on earth 
instead of in heaven. 

Let them have a fire that will warm heaven 
and spread a red glow about it. You know 
how cold it is up here because there is no fire 
on earth.” The Great One thought well of 
these words of his wife. Soon after this, he 
called all the men together. He told them 
that they could go to earth to live. Here they 
have lived ever since. 














HOW PEOPLE BEGAN 


II 


Three men went one after another to the Great One, to tell 
him their needs. The first one said, “I want a horse.” The 
second said, “I want a dog to hunt in the jungle.” The third 
said, “I want a wife.”’ 

The Great One gave each man what he wanted. He gave a 
horse to the first man. He gave a dog to the second man. He 


gave a woman to the third man. 

The three men went away. The rain fell, so that they had to 
stay in the jungle for three days. The woman prepared food 
for them. The men said, “Let us return to the Great One,” 
and they went. 

The first and the second man then asked for wives. The Great 
One gladly changed the horse into a woman, and the dog into a 


woman. 

The woman who came from the horse is greedy. The woman 
who came from the dog is spiteful. The first wife, she whom the 
Great One gave to the third man, is good. She is the mother of 
the human race. 





Wind was once a person. He once rolled a ball. Then he 
became a being with feathers. He flew. He no longer walked. 


He flew and lived in a cave in the mountains. Wind still thought 
he was a person. He threw a ball. But he was a being with 
feathers. So he flew and flew. One day he came out of the cave. 
He flew to his home, where he lived when he was a person. He 
went home to sleep and to get food. He ate and ate and ate. 
Then he flew away. He flew and he flew. He returned again to 
his home. He did not stay long. He flew away. He flew and 
flew and flew. 

















HOG AND WILD BOAR 


Boar used to live with his cousin, Hogy 
They would go out early in the morning 
and eat berries and fruits and come back home 


and have a good nap. Boar was very contented) # 


with his life in the jungle. 

Now Hog was not so happy with his way off ' 
living. One day Hog said, “I am going to 
the village to live with men.” 





Boar said, “What can you be thinking about? People in the 
village do not like animals.” 

Hog said, “I will go to the village where I shall always eat food 
that men eat. There are bitter plants in the bush, and I do not 
like them.” 

Hog started on his journey to the village. His trip through the 
jungle was long, weary and full of danger. However, he finally 
reached the village. When the natives saw him they caught him 


and put him in a pen. 
Early one morning they came to kill him. Hog squeaked 


“Boar told me not to go to the village, but I would come.” 





DOG AND JACKAL 


Dog once lived in the bush with his cousin, Jackal. One day 
when they were very hungry, Jackal said to Dog: ‘Go to the 
houses in the village and get some fire. When you come with it 
we shall burn the prairie grass so as to catch locusts and eat.” 

“All right,” said Dog. He went to the village. He entered a 
house and found a woman feeding her child mush. Dog sat down. 
He said to himself, “I will not take any fire just now. I will wait a 
while and see what happens.” i 

After the mother finished feeding her child, she scraped the pot. 
She took the mush and gave it to Dog. Dog ate the mush and 
liked it. As he ate he thought, “Why, I am all the time just dying 





with hunger in the bush. In the village there is good food. I like 
the people. They haven’t any Dogs. I should like the village for 


my home. 

“T shall not return to the bush, I shall stay here.” 

Jackal looks, waits and waits for his cousin, Dog, who went for 
the fire. Jackal calls and calls, but Dog does not answer. 





While hunting Kofi found a 
wonderful stone. 

The stone was in the grass 
in the forest. 

It ground food by itself. 

A stream of honey ran near 
the stone. 

Each morning Kofi would 
go to the stone for food. 


He would bring the food to 
his family in a bag. 





Kofi’s cousin, Anansi, wanted his secret. 

He cut a hole in Kofi’s bag. 

He then filled it with ashes. 

Anansi followed Kofi by the ashes. 

“Aha,” cried Anansi, “Here is plenty of food. There will be no 
need to starve.” 

“Hush!” whispered Kofi. “Be quiet. Sit down quietly and eat!” 

Anansi said, “I am going to take the stone.” 

Kofi begged him not to take the stone. 

Anansi put it on his head and started to the village. 

The stone begged again and again to be turned loose. Anansi 
refused to listen to the stone. 

He carried the stone from village to village selling food made by 
the stone. He sold the food for money. 

He made lots of money from the food made by the stone. 

When Anansi reached home, he was tired. 

He tried to remove the stone, but it would not be moved. 

It grew so heavy that Anansi sank down on the ground. 


Spiders have been found under stones ever since. 





WHY THE GOAT LOST HIS TAIL 


When Noah was bringing the animals into the Ark, 
the goat was very, very hard headed and would not 
come in with the other animals. 

Noah said, “Come in the Ark, goat! All the 
animals have obeyed but you!” 

The goat nibbled the grass and replied sharply, “I 
know it.” 

Noah said, “Come in, goat! All of the animals have 
obeyed but you. Don’t you see that big black cloud 
forming? We shall have rain.” 





“T know it!” replied the goat sharply, and nibbled grass right 
on. 

Noah begged, “Come in, goat! All of the animals have obeyed 
but you. Don’t you see that black cloud forming? We shall 
have rain, for it’s beginning to sprinkle.”’ 

“I know it,” the goat sharply replied and nibbled grass right on. 

All of a sudden the rain began to pour. 

Just as Noah was shutting the door of the Ark, the goat ran and 
jumped in. The door cut off his tail. 

“Now,” said Noah. ‘See what has happened to you. You have 
no tail.” 

The Goat replied quickly, “I know it.” 





BUZZARD AND RABBIT 


(AN AMERICAN NEGRO TALE) 


Buzzard was trying to catch Rabbit. Rabbit made 
believe he was asleep. 
Buzzard flew over Rabbit and flopped his wings. Rabbit lay 


quiet and still. 

Buzzard flew over Rabbit and flopped his wings. Rabbit was 
so scared that he ran into a hollow log to hide. 

Buzzard filled the ends of the log with chunks of wood so 
Rabbit could not get out. Then Buzzard flew away. 

He returned one day later. He flew over the log and flopped 
his wings. Then he swooped down and pulled out a chunk of 
wood. Rabbit lay quiet and still. 

Then Buzzard said, “Blanchum, blanchum, cloo, cloo 

Rabbit said, “Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! chuck me in 
here.” 

Buzzard flew away again and came back two days later. He 
flew over the log and flopped his wings. 
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Rabbit lay very still, for he was getting very weak from hunger. 

Buzzard swooped down and pulled out a second chunk of wood 
and said, “Blanchum, blanchum, cloo, cloo!”’ 

Rabbit lay very still and wouldn’t say anything. 

Buzzard flew away again and came back three days later. He 
flew over the log and flopped his wings. Then he swooped down 
and pulled the last chunk out of the log. Rabbit lay there like 
he was dead. 

Buzzard was so proud! He jumped away back, flopped his 
wings, shut his eyes and said, ““Blanchum, blanchum, cloo, cloo!” 

Blanchum, blanchum, cloo, cloo! 

Rabbit, seeing his chance, 

jumped out and ran away. 
He ran until he came to the 
brier patch. He said, “I am 
home at last! Buzzard didn’t 
get me!”’ 





LITTLE “FRAID” AND BIG “FRAID” 
(AN AMERICAN NEGRO TALE) 


In the days of slavery one of the tasks of the slave boy was to 
hunt the cows and bring them home in the evening. 

Late in the afternoon, the young master asked the slave boy, 
“Are you not afraid to go into the woods so late?” 

“No,” replied the slave. “I don’t know what ‘Fraid’ is. I’ve 
never seen a ‘Fraid’.”’ 

‘The slave owner had a pet monkey. The monkey, of course, 
tried to do everything people did, as that is the way monkeys do. 


That evening the young master 
_ went up stairs and wrapped a sheet 








around him, thinking to scare the slave boy. The master tip-toed 
downstairs and went out of the house into the field and sat on a 
stump. 

The monkey, which had been watching his master, put a pillow 
case over her. She followed the young master out of the house 
to the field and sat on another stump behind him. 

The slave boy came along just about this time. He was walking 


toward the woods. 

The young master looked around to see if he could see the slave 
coming. What should he see but a little thing, all in white, like 
himself, sitting on a stump. This frightened him dreadfully! 
He jumped up and ran as fast as he could toward the woods. Of 
course, the monkey knew nothing but to do the same thing. So 


she too ran behind the boy with all her might toward the woods. 

Just as the slave had entered the woods, he saw a little white 
something chasing a big white something through the woods. 
He said to himself, “What can they be? Oh! those must be 
‘Fraids’.” Then he yelled, ‘Run big ‘Fraid’, don’t let little ‘Fraid’ 
get you!” 















































